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SASSENACH STRAY >> 
I. 


Jury 8TH, 1939: So, being of sound and perfect 
understanding, of a genteel and worthy upbringing, 
having been born in the city of R. H. Mottram in 
the County of Norfolk, I came into the bar of the 
ss. London, having at that time three pleasant 
travelling companions, to wit, one Sexton Blake, 
magnetiser, of the Borough; Dr. John Donne, dean 
and lover, of Paul’s Churchyard; and Bartholomew, 
cartographer, eight of whose excellent ichnographs 
were disposed in my bag, case, chukamuck or 
ruksac. 

Over the air Glyndebourne slid into the ear with 
dulcet voice; and Beethoven was fading into Carter’s 
Little Liver’s more dulcet young man. — i 

"The east coast slowly slipping by under a stiff 
ticklish breeze, water spuming ; and the hogbacked 
tramp slightly rolling on an empty belly, the captain 
the shoreline hugging, shore outline greysilver, 
scattering flickers intensive, black air blown in a 
pyramid over Nova Castra, dramatic; we have 
already passed Flamborough Head and trifling 
fritillaries of townlets and whatnots breaking the 
flowline. 

Across the externals intrudes the inner picture: 
the pigmies of retroaction creep back again sabotag- 
ing the gold from the veins. Sweet are the dews in 
cold Clytie’s bowre. Come two betipped and 
swerving nights. 


Jury 1orm: Carse o Gowrie is merely good rich , 
land, as much elsewhere. 
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Swirling around the turning landskip 

(in mid distance pivoted) 

the whizzing lines of still pooks . 

sit ranged where the reaper has militarised their ranks. 
When shall the thresher of time winnow them 

(after the carrying of the crops), 

atomise their earsocieties, beat them into corn, 

the grinder grind into proletariat flour? 

No Trotski can reverse them back into furrows 
where they individualistic grew in liberal anarchy. 


The Aviemore route begins in self-conscious 
romanticism; then Killiecrankie is fine, but Blair- 
atholl again self-conscious. 

The land here, natural as it seems, has been 
created within the last two centuries: Lowlands 
have been won between peat and ben. After the 
Union the Scots race set out, grimly, to make Scot- 
land fit to live in. They took up the peat covering 
of the rock-covered soil, put its rocks to use in drain- 
age, began ploughing with primitive wooden imple- 
ments. They observed, learnt from other peoples; 
in time they improved their field drainage, they 
countered the sandrifts with tree plantations, 
fertilised, crossbred cattle. Scotland’s population 
capacity is elastic; the greater the labour available, 
the greater the amount of soil that can be won. The 
Lowlands before 1710 were nearly as barren as the 
Hielands. Scotland is the great example of man- 
made, and man-neglected, country. 

And the face of the earth began to be cleared 
under the heavens; and Adam did plant and build. 
Joy was it in that dawn to be alive. Clearing, plant- 
ing and building did not then herald ribbon develop- 
ments, but were a kind of crusade. XVIIIth and ` 
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XIXth century Scots made enthusiastic settlers out- 
side their native heaths as well. 

A sense of space and peace grows in Glen Truim 
as it passes through Drummochter Forest and opens 
out into Loch Ericht, strong and gentle, a Swiss 
scene but less melodramatic; ; and the Spey valley 
towards Aviemore begins, one feels, to be Scotland 
indeed. 

Loch-an-Eilon—island-lake with castle and echo. 
Grit scoured my feet on the way: I sunbathed, 
perilously. 

Amongst the Scots youth the old England-is-my- 
oyster atitude prevals—norih for framing, south for 
jobs. England it seems has dried up of jobs lately. 
Ah, said Blimp among the walkers, teach these Scots 
to solve their own problems awhile—see to the state 
of cultivation of their crofts, spend some money on 
decent roads. 

Scots youth so far seems 
usually to be full-faced, slightly 
irregular in features, guickly 
temperamental in expression, 
with big forehead. One par- 
ticularly silent, very fair speci- 
men proved (after talking 
maps) to be only fourteen, from 
Inverness. 

So far, I feel the Scots mind 
is groovy, if efficient for con- 
quering unstable Germanic 
England; there is not the 
psychic variety, springing from 
depths in the race-type, which 
_ evidences in England. The 
maidens are the same— 
pleasant, but tiring. SCOTS YOUTH. 
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Juty 11TH: Greyly I viewed Moy Castle (Mac- 
Intosh of MacIntosh) and glimpsed Culloden field 
on the Inverness journey: bleak moorland for the 
most part, Rothiemurchus at first, later Ben Wyvis, 
an impressive hump over Strathpeffer. 

Geology in no way accounts for the tense energy 
expressed in hill and mountain shapes, especially in 
the lower ones. They are crouching beasts, always 
ready to spring. By no wildest possibility could one 
suppose the folded tensions of strata released, but 
tense they remain. 

Camping coaches are on sidings everywhere. In 
July occur holiday weeks in the cities—Glasgow, 
Perth and Inverness this week, others later. A 
memorable snag; about July goth all hostels are 
commonly packed out. 

Stupidity from Inverness north—dull Dingwall 
and Conal Bridge. At Inverness, though, I should 
have made for the cimitiére ; feys dance freely there 
on the hill. 

The Rogie valley begins again to be impressive, 
this dull day: the Raven rocks and deep clefts, sheep , 
and rockboulders alternate, still, absorbed, grey. “ In 
the mountains, there one feels free.” Garve and its 
loch are large, gray, still; and across Loch Achanalt 
the Sgurrs are cloudhaired. 

And here at Achnasheen the Scots rainmist begins. 
Eating is indicated. Where the population is 
dominantly carnivore the orange is a gude friend, 
often the only one. Vegetarianism is difficult in a 
fruit-less country. 

To descend Glen Dochertie to Loch Maree is to 
experience one of the most impressive of journeys. 
The Loch itself with the “ eileanns ” lies dreaming in 
another world, unaware of humans, and down 
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Kerrysdale follow the deep woods with those 
mysteries that are in woods always. 

Then Gairloch spreads itself blackly. The crude 
rocks shock against the itinerant rude Atlantic; the 
little houses cower down beneath the contention of 
wind and water. The folk anchor themselves 
grimly to dour little occupations and the kirk-rock of 
salvation. The Bohemian hostel is hiking to hell... 
Ogilvie’s gift, in marked contrast to Aviemore, is a 
normal house, well-appointed, unofficial. Skye 
waves a blue outline opposite, the Torridon group © 
heaves more passionfully nearer. Loch Gairloch lies 
unsteadily between; it knows it is the Atlantic, but 
the Atlantic tamed into a loch, and hesitates which 
mood it shall reflect. A beach is wide and turf- 
edged—a beach upward-looking into Iceland but 
retaining still a southern-facing atom of warmth in 
afternoons. The finedrawn slightly impoverished 
adult Scottish face exactly corresponds to the land: 
beautiful in texture and changing mood, thin in soil 
and flesh, rootless, hairless. 


Great sadness lives in the singing together of many. 
The same quality of sad experience lives in, shall one’ 
say, the aspiring line of arm in Rodin’s “ Age of 
Bronze,” or in the eyes of Epstein’s “Eve”: not, 
emphatically not, in the Paul Robeson bellow that 
issues from his howitzer-like “ Adam.”—-Would D. H. 
Lawrence have liked this phallic progenitor? The 
work does not really express the same theme that 
centred him. “ Adam,” magnificently beastlike as 
he is, aspires out of animality; the Lawrentian man 
is deliberately dwelling in his beastlike part, soak- 
ing in it, escaping away from available knowledge. 


-= Just as Lawrence himself refused knowledge—that 


is, in scientific form. Although Lawrence was 
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maybe as instinctive in guality as modern men are 
capable of being: which proves once again that the 
purely instinctive life is not for man. 

Confused singing and talking, dominant tones of 
the few to the murmur of the many, the murmurous 
sea echoing outside and the singing wind. 
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II. 


HERE the bay is a crescent moon of sand, the moon's 
mountains the seahaired rocks. 

The sea seems to pile up in a mound of light under 
the moon's lantern. Out under that moon across 
and across the hill of light creep long black 
shadows of lochmonsters, cousins of Coleridge’s 
southern sea-snakes. 

Dominant grey of weather, grizzled rocks, soft 
narrowed horizon, sea a silverpoint symphony. The 
gentle lush rain that greens the mosses and bracken 
and rots the sheep. Builds, too, the heather buds 
which at a touch of sun in brilliant mauve cascade 
over scurrs and down glens. 


To-day, the 12th, is, in a word, a foul day, in - 
which I refuse to be hardy and hike in oilskins. 

In the day draws, in an in, centres itself finally 
upon a fire and round a table. The horizons are 
not. 


JuLy 13TH: Again waiting for the weather to 
clear—too late. 

Around the sanddunes and flatted green undula- 
tions behind are many intervalled tents, carred and 
caravanned. In presence of Skye’s deep blue back- 
cloth I am trying to feel this more picturesque than 
Devon and failing; it is merely that there are fewer 
and different people. Comes the human element 
again. Thames sunsets have been self-conscious ever 
since Turner ; this land has been Maclised out of any 
genuineness, the mountain-teeth Macleaned into 
pacture-postcards.—Absurd? but, genuinely, it is 
difficult to break free of all that prepossession, to 
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approach without literary references, without framed 
and catalogued graphic concepts to superpose. All 
has been seen and known before; I have measured 
out my life with palette knives. Too many pictures 
have I known, and I can scarcely tell whether 
a horseback burn is brown because Hopkins wrote so 
well. Burns really are brown, anyway, vividly; I 
had never known the essence of brownness before, 
the brown of a horse’s staleing. Here the seagrass 
tickles the cheek. No, I saw that in a picture too. 
That lowering blue sky is Constable, artificially 
dramatic—And Celts always intrude those intense 
mauves and blues into a landscape; look at Galway, 
as well as here. 


The living of life itself, the meeting of people, the 
accidental time-process—that seems the only un- 
rehearsed thing. And even that is self-plotted and 
planned, presumably. Yah, you uninteresting 
creator. 

The undersexed are merely those in whom life 
has not found focus. Their charm is that of the 
undeveloped, of the spring bud. They are the vege- 
tables of humanity, cabbages without hearts. It has 
nowt to do with age but is in the psychic makeup. 
Sex of course is entirely of the mind. 

I met a woman, and a woman was she; and she 
fitted, fitted with the landscape, burgeoned beauti- 
fully. So that little clicks of love broke in the heart. 
Large turnips of love, swelling. I am at present in- 
capable of appreciating a woman except as a vege- 
table. The first necessity is to be a good vegetable. 

Well, why not, if one says of man with Huxley 
or whoever it was: the first necessity is to be a 
good animal? She blossomed and fruited, a mass 
upon a bank, a green lank thing matching the grass, * 
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+ a limb melting into a rose-bush. And now I am 
doing a Picasso, I suppose; or along the shore doing 
a Henry Moore. 


_ The ivy round the door 
makes me love *"Enry more— 


Or thus— 


*Enery Moore 

wove women into rocks and shore. 
Walt Whitman let them pass __ 
and wove up leaves of grass. 


But, more truly— 


The naked footprints on the shore 
Make me hate Bishop Berkeley more. 


But not, please, surrealistic. What one has against 
the Surrealists is not that they vent their subcon- 
sciousness but that their subconsciousnesses are so 
peculiarly sinister. Walrus and Carpenter, Snark 
and Boojum are angelic compared with “ The Time 
of Footsteps " or “ Weaning of Furniture-Nutrition.” 


Salvator Dali 

paints dreams like Old Marley 
but although Scrooge did scream 
he had one cheerful dream. 


— But clerihews are catching. 


Solipsism of sea and‘sky, met at the edge, melting, 
one self-contained globe of windwater; centred in 
me. Sleuthing the snark to a boojum. Two dogs 
close following with tails erect, paddling solemnly 
silently along some little way from shore; remark- 
ably monsterlike. Snark and boojum in Gairloch. 
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A solitaire steamer has been sguatting contempla- 
tively off the harbour these two days; said to con- 
tain cruising English. A little hell of brightly 
neoned ballfioor and crooning swooners. 

Now down comes the rain, swooping in long sheets, 
gust after gust; the roofdrip rebegins. 


In the ancient Hielands your cardinal point was 
the purple Airt (East). As elsewhere, the evil direc- 
tion was north (Tuath), the black point; and to turn 
that way, anti-clockwise, was evil, luckless. Every- 
thing must turn by the right from Airt to Deas, the 
white south, and round that way to Iar, the dun 
west. Tuath was the dominant direction of the blue- 
faced winter goddess with frost-twigged hair, Bheur, 
riding on black boar clouds, followed by creatures 
of the wilds; her hammer froze the world. Until 
February ist she and her rockhurling sons, the 
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deas 


tbe 
white 
point 


GAELIC COMPASS. 


Fomorians, kept the spring goddess inside Ben Nevis. 
As her empire waned Bheur fought fiercely for it 
with a great series of winds, the wolf tempests, the 
whistle wind, the sharp-toothed Gobag, the besom 
wind Sguabeg which sweeps and the complaining 
lean Gearen. The Cailleach weather of March- 
_ April finally loosened its grip. l 
The big sun, Beltane, reappears, replacing 
winter’s wizened little sun on Mayday, when cere- 
monial fires of sympathetic magic were lit. On 
Hallowe'en the little sun substituted for the big sun; 
the underworld began to dominate the upper world 
B 
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and you could see into the future. At these change- 
overs supernatural beings became unstuck and flew 
about. 

Other beliefs seem much as elsewhere—sleeping 
giants in caves, green fairies in round green knolls, 
vaguely identified with fallen angels, and our old 
friend the eldritch lubber fiend who nightly threshes 
corn. And the sea monster has a respectable 
ancestry of dragons. Animals incised on stones are 
more distinctive, if not very interesting. 


The water laps on the rocky shore with a little cry 
in his voice. 


The kilt is not a graceful thing, God wot.—And 
God wot, said the old Jane Sitwell, T. E. Brown was 
no poet; but less than none is Jane. 


? III. 

I cannor find a metaphor for a mountain. One 
has compared other, lesser, things to mountains ; but 
mountains themselves. . . . 

How Samuel must have hated this coast: great 
shapes, all beyond his short-sighted view, old ogre 
piloted along by his little Scot. . . . Sam Johnson 
with his XVIIIth-century coffee-house astigmatism 
was his own mountain. “Silence, Sir; Dr. John- 
son is about to speak,” is the attitude one would 
adopt to a mountain which had taken on personality. 


JuLY 14TH: To-day lucky for the first time; two 
lifts all the way to Kinlochewe.—I knew neither of 
these Scots, and they refused firmly any offer of 
petrol money for a longish run. 

Also I proved myself to myself as a walker—six- 
teen miles with full pack; I had rather doubted my- 
self, and with cause, being moderately sound in limb 
but definitely not in wind. I could not have done 
this two days ago. My lungs need acclimatising 
carefully. 

Yes, this Glen Torridon is very impressive (in spite 
of sticky oilskins and rain); dissected masses into 
which clings a little drivel of perpetual snow; but I 
seem to be seeing a series of picturesque bits, not the 
landscape as an organic whole. Burns, rocks, 
clumps of pine, each accentuating individually, not 
sinking their parts in a prospect. 

It is very easy to fall into one or another form of 
cant in this line of country. Does one “ experience ” 
more by walking though it than by driving? One 
had always assumed so. But, actually, one does little 
more than stop at intervals and look around; 
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whereas freedom from the mechanical business of 
walking means that one can gaze fully, constantly. 
I had often ruminated why wearing a pack I seemed 
to notice less; to-day I tracked it down to the angle 
at which one holds the head. A slight rubberneck 
bend is required in order to observe with a pack. 

Another bit of cant: that the best view is from 
the top. Up many mountains have I observed that 
the most impressive view is in fact from about half- 
way up. Two or three thousand feet is the distance 
that lends to the human eye the impression of 
grandeur. 

Any undue speed of travel by car was compen- 
sated for several times by the flood of information 
with which I was submerged by my fellow backseat 
| traveller. How deer are clandestinely slain; the 
poacher who, with two covered over in his car, 
offered a lift to the gamekeeper. Stags roar and rut 
in October. The Lord of the Isles, the fellow over 
Aberdeen way, had one of the bloodiest battles in 
Scots history following the failure of succession to the 
earldom of Ross. Mackenzie is the local laird; his 
house is only three centuries old, but succeeded to a 
medieval moated house. The lairdship has been in 
the family since 1460, but will extinguish now—Sir 
Thomas is unmarried. My great grandfather, Dr. 
Thomas Ross, if that was he, was rector in Dingwall, 
Easter Ross, a hundred years ago. No Rosses in 
Wester Ross for that period. A hermit from Iona of 
mysterious name habited one of the Loch Maree 
islands; Maree is named from him. Trees down the 
Docherty glen were ornamentally planted, Japanese 
variants and all. 


I come rapidly to the conclusion that walking 
scenery-hunting through country is perhaps the most 
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unnatural of all ways of taking it. You live and 
work in a place and its beauties grow upon you, 
naturally ; history and happenings form mental roots 
and an organic connection begins to grow between 
habitant. and district habited. Again, you pass 
quickly through a stretch of country on your way 
elsewhere, and that too is a natural proceeding. 

Wandering view-hunting effectively destroys from 
within views which depend for validity on being 
background, not objective. The local history I heard 
to-day brought alive in five minutes a place I had 
found lovely, but inhuman; made the mountains 
more mountainous, the roads and tracks into habited 
ways. Except for the pure escapist human values 
do in fact build- up the external world. How 
egoistic the great romantics were. 

Do I place a time-bomb under the whole roman- 
ticist movement in holidays? When will it explode? 
The logical reaction would be a similar emotive eye- 
dreaming over slag-tips and underground railways. 
Which is, I suppose, beginning to happen. The glory 
of the slag-tip it shall not pass away while England 
has a poet who can sing in black and gray. Under- 
ground, underground, where have you been? to the 
nice dry city away from wet green. i 

—Barabel’s cottage is a thing to live in, again, not 
. to look at. Living in it for a week—yes, one might 
experience the Hielands as they were. Eightsome 
reels—swiving in the heather—beating off the deer 
from the sheep preserves—the lum hats over the loch 
to the kirk. (The doubt remains whether Italian or 
German peasant life is not better worth entering 
into.) 

‘Every movement of an eightsome reel can be 
heard through rafters transparent to sound... . 

Round these coasts tankers lie in each loch ready 
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to refuel the North Atlantic fleet in emergency. They 
are to be summoned by wireless to feed oil to it. 


JuLy 15TH: To-day, yes, made it worth while, 
meandering around the bare bones of gneiss and 
granite, from which muscle-fat earth has ebbed with 
age. ‘Great mosses a foot deep of a strange light 
green shade, next to blood-red lichens; bellheather 
and scented orchis. Wool tufts caught on them, 
looking like strange seedlings, hard to distinguish 
from the genuine cotton-seed plant (common in 
marshy parts). . 

Over the coast path from Diabeg back to Inver- 
alligin one of course loses oneself. What the wester 
Scots call a path is in fact an indication ; roughly but 
efficiently made for some distance, it gives out among 
streams or granite humps, without showing whether 
the scramble continues down or up. Cairns indicate 
vaguely in some directions. 


BLACKFACED SHEEP. 


Blackfaced Scots sheep have a peculiarly dignified 
carriage to their horned heads. Wrapped in their 
woollies they meditate or climb with noble indepen- 
dence. They compensate for the total absence in the 
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Hielands of Hieland cattle, which seem to exist only 
on postcards. 

Once again the cry of the seagulls gave the 
dramatic expressiveness to a scene, this time to the 
tiny fishing hamlet and loch of Diabeg. Someone 
should sing the praises of seagulls more extensively 
than Squire or Noyes have done. Over the Thames 
they express the cosmopolitan cry of nature, bird- 
life as against towns; far inland they bring to mid- 
land and to the west the sense that Britain is indeed 
an island, bring the sea to the farm. Here they focus 
a sense of distant desolation, of a community cut off 
half the year, and from civilized intercourse prob- 
ably always.—As a village commend me for pic- 
turesqueness, however, to Wester Alligin, 

The little lakes called lochs (which I should have 
called tarns—what else is a tarn?) above the Alligins 
and Diabeg are specially grey and spiritual. The 
little cliffs down which tumbles the Diabeg burn 
frame a view—peninsular, loch and ben in one. My 
companion then suddenly said to the distance: 
“Loch Damh.” My shorts just soaked on the ever- 
oozing moss I retorted: “ Ben Mudh."—This Celtic 
Di: Jibbek is the correct pronunciation of Diabeg, 
and probably Damh is just Jam, and Mary had a 
little lambh. At Sheildeg later it had the variant 
- Damph ; and was it. 

I came across Loch Damh 

as I wandered in my tartan 

and sat down on my hamh 
feeling splendidly a spartan, 
drew forth my billycan 

and poured in milkh from carton, 
discovered lard in jamh 

and springs where I had saht on 
and murmured damnloch damh. 
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One comes down from the supernormality of 
heather to the good rich rude smells of farmland. 
Piggeries and horsedung have always appealed to me. 
Casual and rough this Hieland farming. At Inver- 
alligin a specially patchy and weedy field enshrines 
a last remnant of the old big-field communal. strip 
farming system. It is a considerable argument for 
private enterprise. 

Prevalent undertone of blackish shades in the 
landskip. Black cutting lines and stacks of peat, 
black cattle, black sheepfaces; very opague shadows 
so that any scene is emphasised and underlined with 
black. Little squeaky voices come out of the heather 
behind. A frog leaps. 

These glooms of distance, these heaving Apple- 
crosses and ranged bens have since before man ex- 


` tended their stressed emotion. How dare I involve 


them with my little transient feelings? The long 
swirl of tide, lines of oil and foam traced in the wide 
grey, answered the mooncall before madness was 
known. . . . Elemental facts of significance to the 
spirit: long thoughts that do not end but echo on, as 
from the ruin on the eileann. 


JuLy 16TH: And I was given a mystically named — 
fish Saithe, cousin of the Snark. And they said to 
me, Eat this fish and you will know why folk live 
in Wester Ross; and I ate, but knew not. 

In the middle of the road lay a white lambh in 
ecclesiastical posture. Sensing in my loaded 
approach something tanklike, she shifted, but not 
much. On her side was painted a red cross. 

A crocodile of the blackhatted godly kirkward 
wending. A flock of solemn blackfaced sheep, 
bedogged and beshepherded. Land of the kirk 
sectually divided, and of the surefooted sheep. 
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Mutton-faced humans and dark regal heathen 
sheep. 

On these occasions my pack weighs I believe 25 © 
Ibs. ; my thoughts weigh 30 lbs. à 

A Hieland cemetery is the most heathen thing I 
have seen in a long while; granite pillars and obelisks 
in forbidding rows mostly announcing Mackenzies as 
present beneath. Not a flower—not a word of the 
hope-of salvation. “ The lewd forefather of the vil- 
lage sleeps,” he there in the soil below, by the worm 
afflicted, bonewhite. The last-comer beneath sod 
haunts vigilantly the grim acre until the next corp 
comes. “ Aye, Ian is keeping the watch now,” they 

will say. 

_ The typical Scots maiden came into the hostel, 
with the wide high cheekbones, high colour and grey 
eye of one kind of Hieland beauty. Of course, she 
turned out to be pure Sassenach from London and 
her kilt a fake. 


I saw the youths shining 

and the answering twinkle of the maidens 

over the ben, under the beams, down the birch-dappled glen. 
Their signals flashed silently to one another 

twinkled, shone and passed quickly by 

as the youths moved about the workrooms, 

as the maidens sang through the gardens, 

and the message that they signalled was the one eternal signal, 
the Nelson-signal of the transcendant, 

the duty-call of the universe. 


IV. 


RorEY clouds accumulating, hanging halfway down 
Glas Bheinn and Ben Damh; intricate minor lochs 
off Torridon. Minor disaster when rivets of rucksac 
straps tore out (under severe strain) and had to be 
mended with rope bootlace. Thirteen miles with a 
full pack, two of them long and sticky miles. 
Another and larger sample of the untidy communal 
strip field. Shieldeg is a lovely line of not individu- 
ally beautiful little cots, fronting an island and an 
anchorage. Something perhaps to return to one day. 


SHIELDEG. 


JuLy 17TH: Lowhung mist after a hot night, loud 
rattle bus and a brief walk to the ferryplace. For a 
long time I talked with a child of nine speaking the 

26 
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broadest of semi-Gaelic. I talked of knives and post- 
cards, and hardly understood this bird-like language, 
its intonation wavering like a seamew’s cry. I 
appeared to have the fascination of a foreigner from 
the antipodes. | 

. Here I enter a little into the kinlife of scattered 
crofters; North Strome being small enough for auto- 
matick acguaintance, each with all. It seems the 
bairns all speak Gaelic at home but learn the English 
at school. Two little girls used to being taught in 
Gaelic were sent to a new school and understood not 
a word; whereupon at midday, no one, as they 
thought, having said a word to them, they very 
wisely turned round and came home again. 

The sea-mew-child’s father is a ferryman; he has 
four brothers and a sister. Their grey cot is high up, 
there being no road but a scramble. They had 
saithe for dinner. They had no antiseptic for the 
smallest boy’s cut foot. The dame who keeps the 
store cannot add and has to be prevented from cheat- 
ing herself. 

Each little house is high, separate, of grey slate- 
stone and slate-roofed. ‘They used to thatch, but so 
unskilfully that the authorities had to forbid it. What 
thatch one sees appears to justify the ordinance. It 
is unthreaded with binding, or seems so, and has 
little reedwork. Vegetation clumps freely upon it. 
Nevertheless, corrugated iron is no improvement. 

The old thatching had a few beams, then peat- 
slabs, then heather-roots. When the fire (leaping in 
the centre, percolating stinging smoke through centre 
roofhole) heats the peat-thatch, long stalactities of tar 
melt out, drip to the earthen floors. The dried-and- 
melted peat was then used for fuel, replaced by new 
wet peat for roofing. 

Often the crops fail. At Inveralligin were no 


ł 


28 SASSENACH STRAY 


potatoes, because there had been none. The natives 
seem to produce enough for themselves only, clinging 
on the Loch Carron hillsides as Switzers to their alps. 
The whitefaced sheep replaces the Abyssinian breed. 

In Stornoway the extremes are seen. They place 
rows of stones between lines of adported sandy soil, 
to prevent its gusting away; so buttressed, potatoes 
will grow. I heard also the tale of the rat-rabbits: 
that rats and rabbits in that bleak land cohabit, that 
there are veritable rabbits with rat-tails and lean long 
jaws; that these same creatures are in fact sold in 
more southerly shops for food. 

In Hieland leases it is a condition of tenure that 
for four out of thirteen years a field must be let up 
for grass, that cattle may dung it. No other way 
can the land be kept conditioned. The usual four- 
year course of corn, oats, barley, then beans or such- 
like, is therefore followed by two years of pasturage. 

The cost of production is such that in Dundee pig- 
feed and oats are the same price. Intensive animal- 
breeding of Danish type is conseguently difficult. 
Bran being taken in modern milling usage for bread, 
farmers are reduced mainly to oilcake. 

Sheep appear to save the situation. They are 
driven long distances to market, creatures of no size, 
bred for meat not wool. A man has a few patches 
of ground, fishes a little, has a pony or horse maybe, 
has a roof over him for which he often pays little or 
no rent, gains a few pounds from beating for shoots; 
but has one or two substantial sums from sheep. The 
cow is a rare wildfowl, whose hornwings find no lush 
enough blades here. 

When labour was cheaper and men were tied to 
estates, a much larger population lived hard lives. 
Large rallies there were for the Bonnie Prince up 
Glen Moriston, where scarcely half-a-dozen fit young 
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men could be found to-day. Butcher Cumberland’s 
ruthless destruction of crofts is still bitter in memory ; 
after he had finished it did not seem worth while to 
rebuild much perhaps. Now the young men go to 
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Glasgow where, even in tough jobs, things are not so 
tough as in the home croft. Whole communities of 
north-westerners are there, and have societies of 
their own. 

Remittance money, and visitors, help somewhat. 


I could draw up a very cheap practicable list that 
would eliminate most hostel grouses. A lamp or 
lamps in sleeping quarters. A chair or bench in 
same ;—trying to slip on boots sitting at the edge of 
the lower bunk of a two-decker results in violent head 
injury. These bunks might well be of stretched 
canvas, not wire; canvas is less squeaky, cleaner, 
easier to replace. Then, always airing-lines that can 
be lowered from the ceiling ; basins kept separate for 
washing oneself and the crocks; and a warden who 
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really insists upon guiet at eleven o'clock. Those few 
things, together with the provision, easily made in 
most places, of cold showers, out-of-doors if need be, 
might well be made uniform and would make the 
hostels really good. 


A small train clanking far away the other side of 
the loch accentuates isolation. Not in the desolate 
places is the pathos of solitariness, but on the edges 
of things—at the fringe of the sown in the hot 
deserts, in the great levels of dockland whereinto the 
liners float ; and in a hamlet within hail of something 
bigger. 


Fishing from boats the dark lochwater in the grey 
undark of the northern night, with silent lines 
dropped; the mysterious saithe rising at intervals, 
the gannet overhead. Faces and hands white in the 
vague light. 

Half a barrel carried triumphantly back. 


Jury 18TH: Another thirteen miles, cottonwool 
mist lowering over the first eleven. 

Honeysuckle wild in hedge and garden on the 
sheltered south shore of Loch Duich ; foxgloves; the 
whaup flying low. A scattered patch of corn where 
oats would have grown better. A folk careful in 
their speech, not so mewingly Gaelic, though still 
singsong. 

Clouds hovering over the forestry commission’s 
efforts, over the ponderous breasts of the Five Kintail 
Sisters. A sense of distance in the occasional and 
more spacious houses round the level head of the 
Duich loch; again Swiss, but less remotely pic- 
turesque—by that, so much the more genuine. 

The hills come down, dipping or plunging one 
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after the other to the low water; in perspective, the 
series of silhouettes typical of an eroded lake district. 
Something organic in style at last, something 
classical and monumental. 
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Jury 19TH: The cottonwool lifts and the sun 
blazes in the thin air. I burn and drench. The 
little slopes of bracken and nodes of granite are in 
sharp relief all over the swelling breadth of bens; 
the reflections drop deep and distinct into the water. , 

The most awesome sights in Scotland are I believe 
Loch Coruisk in Skye, the Glomach falls near here, 
and Glen Affric with its loch. All three are notably 
inaccessible and sprite-ridden. This Glenshiel is 
eleměntal enough for me, since I am not looking for 
cragginess for the sake of cragginess. Little torrents 
drop in white threads; the central stream widens 
musically amid many stones through the, central 
encampment of tented mountains, fluted with gullies. 

A tendon giving trouble, I most despicably hitch- 
hiked on a lorry through a good deal of this, woven 
as it is of half-a-dozen complementary elements, mist- 
drift and shafted light. For once, the human 
element is not out of place; the odd cottage with 
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grey smoke-tail, the walled road, the wandering car 
—all are spaced out, given value: in a word, 
composed. à 

Unlike A. E. Housman, I find that, at present 
anyway, afternoon alone finds my faculties fully 
awake. Crowded nights daze one perhaps and take © 
a morning to wear off. By six o'clock I have gone 
somewhat numb and void; the body has subtracted 
from the mind. Tea, which clears the wits, is of the ` 
afternoon, spiritual; porridge clogs the mind and 
belongs to the morning, earthy. 

As Glenshiel changed over the lake watershed into 
Glenmoriston the landscape gave way, went into bits 
and pieces. The Inn had something to do with it. 
Items were no longer part of a whole, but casual. 
Unity came again farther down, as the forest 
deepened and the Moriston stream widened, develop- 
ing a different, more civilised type of bridge. A 
width, stillness and regularity, green and brown. 
Many Mealls or Mheols to the west—Celtic moun- 
tains: pronounced like the imitative for a cat, meow, 
plus ce 1,?? 

Of the flaxen type, as beautiful a small girl as I 
have ever seen, with hair curling at the ends only, 
was with a particularly rough and grubby old work- 
man, probably grandfather. 


The postbus driver is a considerable social per- 
sonality, and his daily visit an event of importance. 
Particularly banal greetings were exchanged at every 
turn of the way with great heartiness; his journey 
became a sort of tribute-collecting progress; some- 
thing regal added itself to his manner. 

It is borne in upon me that late eighteenth and 
early nineteenth century England are best experi- 
enced here. The essential dignity of the people's 
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attitude to life, the serious self-improving young, the 
widespread knowledge of literature of certain types 
all remind me of the earnest reformism of post-1832, 
crossed with a slightly bookish allusiveness more of 
the mid-18th century. 

Plato somewhere uses a phrase about the age at 
which the pulse of life beats guickest, which he indi- 
cates is over by 25. Pulse or not, there is surely an 
age of puppyfat and puppy spirits, and Scots yostlers 
from the towns, as distinct from the fine-drawn 
purely Celtic type met earlier, have a thicker layer 
of it from 17-21 than youth elsewhere. Their hefty 
limbs and jowled faces always need fining down. On 
the rakish rawboned ones, the kilt swings as well as 
it can; but the very thickset deepchested footballer 
usually is an abomination kilted. Perhaps he would 
be a sartorial abomination in anything. Perhaps he 
might improve nude. 

The true name of a yostle is a school for husbands. 
I have seen more “ domestic science” (as evening 
learners call it) taught by maidens to youths herein 

than I would have thought possible. 


Descent to the monstrous loch. Unimpressive ; if 
Loch Duich be a Lake of Luzern, Loch Ness is a Lake 
Zurich—useful but unexciting. It seems bored with 
itself, scarcely stirring with a ripple of interest. 

The creature lifted its weary head from the 
waters and combed its hair. It said: “ My name is 
Myth, and I am mother of all dragons, mermaids 
and things that go bump in the night. Stento, the 
posterbloke, is my cousin.” And it sighed deeply 
and sank. 


V. 


JuLy 20TH: How rarely does one in social exchanges 
do more than scratch the surface. One is asked or 
asks a question that implies real thought perhaps once 
in two days. All the rest is exchange of factual items 
or rehearsed responses. 

A town, the first for many days. Strange how 
many crafts the Hielanders ply for themselves, with- 
out specialists, or so it seems. No smithy nor leather 
dealer of any sort have I seen in the villages about. 
Presumably the crofters sole their own shoes and 
rarely need ironwork. 

From here the hills cup the country, holding it 
high in their surrounding rim-undulations. Blue 
and grey, the prospect becomes English; we are out 
of the aroma of the far north. Yet brown of 
heather mixes with the blue. From here the Eng- 
lish conquest established itself. 

When to the thin rational air of the reformed Hie- 
lands come the substantial symbols of Catholicism 
again—the toll of bells, the mass with its vestments 
and chants—there is bound to be a great attraction 
of dry steel to the magnet charged with all the 
emotional currents—la vrai mystére de Sanct 
Euphrase. Except indeed where a strong rational 
defence-formation is set up; a task of which modern 
Protestantism seems incapable in any convincing 
manner. Obviously if you really believe that 
Romists are worshipping the mickle hure of Babylon, 
you have no. business to be tolerant; you should 
smash, burn and vociferate in the 17th century spirit. 
Perhaps just because it has accepted toleration as an 
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ideal has Protestantism gone paralysed in its deeper 
fibres (always excepting the Quakers and other 
inner voice mystics). Catholicism has, I think, 
never been tolerant; and clearly, if you believe you 
hold exclusive truth, your duty is to spread it ener- 
getically and have no special tolerance for lesser 
lights. | 


The blackshirted priests moved calculatedly 
among the boys, the menagerie of boys circulated 
warily around the priests. A good deal of rather 
raw material was being reduced to malleable shape 
by traditional methods, probably very successfully. 
The place has the look of a fortress, the only extant 
one at Fort Augustus; stronghold for the second con- 
quest of Scotland by the Faith. 


Blessed is he whose instincts are separatist, who 
takes all the pleasing attitudes of education as bunk, 
public facemaking. Lost is he who models himself 
upon the ideal-mongers, the standard-setters; who 
from pedagoguery shall build up generalities of con- 
duct (above his twelfth year). Him shall a good 
school ruin; the better the academy—the more 
docile the pupil—the more complete the gehenna 
into which he shall in later life be plunged. He 
that believeth not shall be saved. Be sealed in 
thyself alone. 

—Into which whoso interlinear reads may find 
autography. 

But still the stern and roman father said : 
the man who wears black boots with his plus-fours 
is not the man to eddicate my son. 


‘The silver birch is queen of Scots trees. Acres 
and acres of rolling upland covered with glistering 
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trembling grey-green; the fine-drawn Scots quality. 
The beech is masterful, the pine menacing; they 
belong to the older Scotland, of clans and chieftains, 
fury and pride. E 


A map is an artistic abstraction, distorted °most 
everywhere; curves increased here, lessened there, 
places and things approximated. I have proved it 
over and over. That is why one enjoys maps; they 
are selected, highly imaginative symbols of reality, 
Chinese in formality and even colouring. 

Lochs Ness, Oich and Lochy—three pieces of blue 
strung on the line of the mickle glen. Oich, the 
Lambeth Walk loch, with its scarred sides, takes on © 
the proportions of a sea, develops beaches.. The 
first part of the way dominated by the stumpy 
regular cone of Bheinn Bhan to the north; then the 
Nevis group, with jutting tops like iced-cakeslabs, 
mounting in rounded domes to the south. 

I have almost decided to go halfway up the Ben 
in order to appreciate it better than from the 
obviously islanded and withdrawn top. But being 
„ very warm and clear, maybe one could see something 
even at the top. 

"The small boulders and great rocks of the shallows 
of the Nevis stream hold much heat. Harebells are 
here; Hopkins’ beadbonny ash hangs over the 
water. Orange stones glow distortedly ; the nymph 
lies in the deeper part under the bank, and prob- 
ably fish are over the murmurous disturbed water 
which holds the human tones. So distinct were they 
that I strained to catch words, actually thinking 
there were two people talking. The white granitic 
bell of Sgurr 4 Maimm sits movelessly over the scene, 
visible form of the frosted Mother Spirit of the moun- 
tain. I do not know whether if you meet her she 
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has no face and you must tread backwards, as in 
Japan; the Fujiama suggestion, though, is unmistak- 
able. Perhaps the Scots are not unlike the Japs, in 
the Japs’ better moments. Both are frugal fisher 
folk with poorish soil, both with recent feudal tradi- 
tions. . . . And what corresponds to the fanatical 
exaltation of the Emperor, the cunning Shinto cult 
foisted upon the mass by the Samurai clique? the 
intransigeant mob psychology of auld reekie or Aber- 
deen is hardly a pliable instrument in the hand of a 
ruler or national planner of any kind. What would 
the Mosley group do with the communist majorities? 


Now, far away in the Anglian south, summer is 
ripening too. Soft tufts blurred like a heavyinked 
c* 
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drypoint etching across sky in premorning grey. 
- Tufts of sophora-leaves, drifting and swaying, are 
anchored 'to fluted white trunk; seasky breaking in 
around, the eyes boring beyond for the white ships 
wrecked on to branches. 

Guided down a blue ribbon of estuary one cloud 
pilots safely into horizonhome. 

The bat’s sharp angular blackspeck flight, thin 
shriek a roaring continuum in the deep well of 
silence. Ships overland gliding, soughing of boughs. 

Flowing Gainsborough-lines of trees, baroque 
extravaganza, wildly interweaving rococco. Flew- 
far the croaking nightjar. 


One by one the long shadows that have fed grow- 
ing upon the afternoon’s light gather into the earth- 
rim of indistinct nightfall. The twilight shades rob 
colours from green leaf, red coat, even at last from 
sky herself. Dancing out from tall objects mirk 
personifies, in rings dances a veildance. 

In such slight misty evenings as a flight of midges ~ 
indistinctly seen high up might scour across the foe- 
planes, with just such a hum as the mosquito at my 
ear, such a whine as the thresher makes among the 
undulating hills. 


And the bearable sun, after reddening my prone 
form, sinks early over mountain green, the Nevis 
stream dappling and dreaming on. Hear the poet- 
creature: 


I would not you delay 

With sophist thoughts, O sad and Gaile water, 
Upon your crisping run, 

The fallbreaks and the orange stones 

Under longshafted sun 

And the mountain cones 
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Onward and outward to eventual sea: 
But this I would remark, 

Though you are dark 

And very clear, 

To me 

You do not run so near 

The heart as rivers once have run 
Which have not done 

One half your feats in upland fall, 
Indeed may stink and halt, 

Indeed may ooze with slime. 

O water it is not your fault 

If other waters call. 

And so adieu, O sad and simple water, 
Until I may renew 


Acquaintance at a less distressing time. 


JULY 21sT: 


Thirty-nine young men sleeping together 

under the pine rafters tumbled, 
their towels hung above them. 

They were friendly and ruddy while the 
sun was shining, 

they are friendly and towzled yet, now 
in the night 

before sunup, in the thin predawn, 

while the wind soughs through the bunks, 
is heated by bodies. 

Without it is fresh-stirring, 

and the rare Scots bird calls to the 
sleepers. 
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The Whitmanesque limitless singing of universal 
democracy throughout particulars breaks down in 
I find myself noticing sooner or later, not the 
brotherly items in which men are alike and may be 


me. 
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drawn together mentally, but the dislikeable details, 
coarsenesses that are inessential. More important 
always are the links between than the sundering 
floods. It took the dandiacal Arnold to emphasise 
that each mind was in the sea of life enisled. There 
are moods wherein one feels this; but as a permanent 
consciousness it is disastrous. 

The child accepts almost limitlessly, occasionally 
withdrawing from a too violent experience as an 
animal will flinch. It is the child’s virtue to accept, 
to say yes. But the man must, equally, be critical, if 
he is to be man. A trained censorship over experi- 
ence is the typical mark of the adult. Of the 
intellectual world it is emphatically untrue that you 
must enter as a little child. 


VI. 


WHAT is the relationship between a cloud and a 
mountain? Does the mountain by its existence 
cause the cloud to shape around it? or does it just 
attract any clouds in the neighbourhood? If moun- 
tains shape clouds, certainly clouds shape mountains. 
I have seen cloudmountains over real mountains, of 
much more beautiful and fantastic shapes than solid 
mountains can ever be. Sweet mountain, would I 
were farcéd as thou art. 

All day has been the roar near or far of water- 
falls, the singing of wind in grass, the grave grey 
fronts of mountains in ringed sisterhood standing, 
their green trains sweeping far below into the silt- 
plains. Iron rung on stone, serpent paths far above 
and down, snow in the shadier crevices. The silver 
beardmist of Michelangelo’s creator floats below. 

I have seen what I have seen, confronted immensi- 
ties. The Lord spoke to Moyses in the mount; and 
Moyses spoke with God as a man speaks with his 
friend. But, again, God showed to Moyses only his 
hinder parts. I saw the rump of something awesome, 
faceless shell of a primal energy. Let us depart in 
peace; I am unlikely to see a greater demonstration 
of the inherent sublime. I glow all over with flame 
from the bush that burned but consumed not. The 
sun is a whirling vortex, sucking hotly the moist souls 
from the breathing world. 

Mountains mean many things to many men. To 
some, an incident in a holiday, a view; to some, 
adventure—a doctor was killed going an unusual way 
over the Ben a day or two back; to some again, a 
record—when it is not height it is speed: the Ben 
has just been climbed in 2 hours 3 minutes 35 seconds, 
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this beating a record of thirty years’ standing. To 
Spender and Auden, with their Magnetic Mountains 
and F.6’s, La Belle Dame Sans Merci sits revealed 
as the relentless mother-desire of the mixed male, Our 
Lady of Fixations. . 

To me the Mount of Heaven has been something 
of a Tannhauser pilgrim experience, an ascent of the 
Hill Difficulty. Sheer encounters of the inner drama 
shape precipices at which the personal daimon 
tempts, cloaked in many shapes; ribbed wings brow- 
beating the soul. The vertical ever remains to me 
symbolic. 

Of Time too: time returns upon me, spins strange 
webs, runs to and fro so that one moment I am young, 
at another old. The past is a spiral beneath me, the 
future above me; to some turn of one or other I 
sideslip easily upon occasion. Vertical is the quality 
of time to me. ‘ We should count hours by heart- 
beats, not by figures on a dial.” (Does anyone read 
Bailey’s “ Festus” now I wonder?) That is, Time 
is a personal idiosyncrasy. 

—Long stratified faces of gneiss, from which drip 
the sources of streams ‘and rivers; wind-hollowed 
summits, surges of singing bracken. A lake held up 
like a chalice to the sun and moon. . 

Peaceful mindpictures are pillows to the head by 
night. l 


The power of the cave, depth and protection, lined 
with symbols, torchlit. Indrawing octopusbelly of 
darkness, pulling at nightfall the fears, the hopes, 
into a fostering centre. As a forthgoing place it is 
the womb of Ea; womb of withdrawal also, where- 
into unraised man desires ever to crawl back, in the 
backward and abysm of the mind. Cave of Zara- 
thustra, refuge for the Higher Men. But the cave 
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of Ossian is that of primitive men, animal fighting 
men pageantal through a blood-bright chronicle of 
striving dulness. No philosophic parables in 
this cave not Plato’s, the lying MacPherson’s 
pseudonym’s, over the treacheries of Glencoe. Well 
may the shaggy cattle toss their horns, stamp like 
wild asses over the bonefed scraps of soil where once 
the liers-below gloried in their little quarrelsome 
chieftainships. . . . Still in Dalmally a Campbell 
storekeeper will refuse a MacDonald’s custom. 

O for a healing world-cave wherein all things 
might sink forgetful and from century to century be 
reborn, unknowing the lusts and crafts of ancestors. 

The men reap, the women turn and make the hay. 
A shaft of sunlight struck my eyes like a clothyard. 
The earth is not the good earth, but the shallow and 
treacherous. The gudewife gives you a rose; milk 
always she cannot, the cows do not yield so much. 
Water from the Ben drives great turbines for the 
aluminium works. 

To-day I fell, not indeed for the eighteenth-cen- 
tury vulgarity of the kilt, but for a rug of my tartan. 
My excuse to myself was that I should need another 
rug sometime anyway; but it was false, I have one, 
though not a good one. 

Human emotion lies in strange places, calls in 
curious items. Diverse and opposite types put out 
tentative feelers. Sometimes there is a laide jolie 
perverse attraction, too; ugliness has its own style 
and quality. Maybe nothing and no one is in fact 
ugly. Was it not Cowper who said he found no 
sound in nature unattractive, always except and only 
the braying of an ass? 


JuLy 22ND: Water masses falling: more vertical 
quality. It roars down, the endless shout of a water 
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god. Naiads may do for the shallower quiet pool- 
filled streams ; but shaggy falls are certainly Tritonic. 

The dullish day marked by a rainswept rocking- ` 
stone. Like the day, the stone did not move. Grey, 
tank-like, it squatted, a toad amid soaking and 
treacherous little gullies, lush with bracken. 

The toothed lines of foam curiously regular on the 
Lochaber reservoir and Loch Laggan, and the 
castellated house impressive on its edge between wood 
and water. Stained with nameless crime, the Black 
Wood holds a different air from that its neighbour 
woods breathe; it stirs little, hangs gloomy and 
reminiscent. Opposite, the far Cairngorms are 
brilliant blue, a high astounding line. 

At the dismal Kingussie the youth was being 
regaled with the ancient “Kidnapped” film. In 
all these very Scotch little places the sight of masses 
of coal left out in soaking rain always moves dumb 
wonderment. ‘The German-derived “ Flesher ” over 
butchers’ shops again marks the foreign quality. 

Heaviness and horror by night, dulth and 
eyerheum. 


Three shaggy-haired dark-eyed young women of 
the Clan Macgregor creeping from a tent of rounded 
hoops; litter of fire, tins, papers, brown stockings 
drying on bushes. Fineries of jewelry ostended, the 
crossing of palms with silver. The halfbreed dog 
cruises the nearby gorio tents for scraps. The 
smallest infants smile meaningfully. 


JULY 23RD: 


To-day for the first time approaching a tarn in silence 
over the turf between birches, barefooted, soft. 

Neither the stones nor the sheep stirred at all 

and the rocks were hung with flat trees. 
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The Cairngorms are hollow-faced in the morning, 
heavy-jowled in evening light. At midday the douce 
persons of Aviemore gang to kirk. Another Sunday 
service was held amongst lofty pinetrees whose 
length suggested the later Gothic pillars, whose 
needled tufts far up swept sky like witches’ brooms, 
though it was larches that probably suggested 
tracery. Harsh orisons of peacocks, and private 
murmur of insects. 

I a stranger in the strange land, at public notices 
and signposts staring, altar-building i in a land of high 
- places.. 

At Loch an Eilon the wheel came full circle and 
sweetness gathered. One bright red Hieland bull— 
quite tame, and in a meadow. 


VII. 


JuLy 23RD: The self stripped to the universe, that 
is better on the legstretching moor than in the wrath- 
gathering mountains. My brief jerkin dries and 
soaks again mile after mile with cloud and sun in 
vast alternate patches across the expanded undulat- 
ing world. When a man has found complete 
expression, when on words and writing a particular 
character is stamped, to what extent may he regress 
so as not to hamper communication, yet not be false 
to personality? 

And in the writing craft, not only the finer 
problem of Anatole France, how thick can be the 
thinnest porridge for the common taste not to be 
clogged?—but also that other, how many general 
epithets add emotional value, how many merely 
ravel out the mind? And how idiosyncratic may be 
the verb? After all, one of the earliest thought- 
motions was to abolish it; LA+LB=—=LC removes 
the basis of the grammatical sentence, the copulative 
replaced by symbol =. l 


Now who in the past has technically treated the Hielands? 
Who in blood-dim strife of the forgotten centuries 
built cairns on the hilltops, structured the paths 

in a fashion, 
decided best ways across moorland, and forded the burns? 
Little dynasties of crofters, toiling in their antlike ways, 
ordinances of petty chieftains, now peat. 
Stone and sheep, sheep and stones 
inherit the ancient patches, : 
and the mouldered walls are deep with mosses and grasses. 
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Down Kingussie valley, up the Tromie glen, past 
the damming work in progress by many little men, 
and the lost lake, huge hills begin folding in east- 
wards upon a massive gorge. At the summit an elf- 
shelter, two granitic slabs with a slate over, wherein 


STONE SHELTER. 


_ one might curl up from storms or extend half the 
body sleeping through a fine night. Hieland wendy- 
house without the lost children: say you don’t 
believe in feys. A desolate bogfilled watershed 
region above, where the streams contort wildly un- 
knowing which way to flow. Grouse and partridge 
rise from under the feet, deer cluster on the skyline 
and stare. The round tops of landscape waver under 
vertical rays and haze. 
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At last deciding upon direction, rather less fine 
hills bend down into the Bruar Glen. 

Has he strength behind the knees, has he a lump 
at the cervical necknape? of such is the hikener. 
May his thighs be thickened. 

Surprised at my own powers of endurance: thirty- 
nine miles at a stretch walked on water and three 
oatcakes without notable fatigue—Much money, I 
conclude, is wasted on food. 

Ultimately trees become vague threatening shapes, 
dead branches catch and break unexpectedly in star- 
light. Silver stumps begin turning into troglodytes, 
green-clad maidens comb their hair into leaves. Un- 
ending whisper of admonitory birch, soft as aspens. 
Birnam Woods, near these ones, were the Macbeth 
movable props, C.O.D. Dunsinane. © 

The artificial deer stands rigid-horned, wind 
sniffing. 

The quality of fairness, something sunfilled, some- 
thing also of northern snows. Always something 
detached. The sprawl and diversity, the looseness 
and quickness, lightness and moodiness, of to-day’s 
companion, yesterday’s adventure, to-morrow’s 
memory. 


Swooping simply, the hawk falls and takes, 

in the plangent mirror the dark spot rises to meet, 

in coarse long grass at pooledge tragedy flashes 
to climax. 


Jury 24TH: (Blair Atholl and Struan): The 
massive Irish elk wandered over soggy land of the 
Field of the Ford; his peat-dug antlers now hang. 
The heavy lips of ancestors, their solid forms against 
the straight massiveness of XVIIIth Century chairs ; 
not needing cushions—invention of an emaciated 
age. The century in Scotland was still austere, 
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Tudor in feeling; Elizabeth is made doll-like in 
flaxen wig, a great firwood chair (1663) is straight as 
a medieval throne. Heavy men, heavy snow in the 
glens; building of the very practical sleigh of 1690. 
From England invaded unnaturally the boastful 
orotundity of Restoration, the flamboyant style in 
wood, feathers and cupidons on a fourposter of vast 
height. The fat voluptuousness of the after-Lely 
portraits, ample duchesses and worthy daughters of 
the glen postured in the manner of the roi soleil’s less 
glamorous fancies. 

Again come faces square, ruddy, honest; faces 
finedrawn, with a little poetry in them; one 
exquisite youth Charles Lord Stanley (1627-72): in 
a sheen of turquoise satin, the dainty fingers at the 
breast, the eyes of fifteen shrewd and expectant of 
life, yet wistful. The good life of devotion even to a 
hopeless cause stamps itself with a certain sincerity 
everywhere; good living too, when the Prince was 
dined at Blair, tasting glassgrown pineapples for the 
first time: banquets at which forgotten drinks were 
poured, Athol Brose, Shrub, Cyprus, Aqua Vita. The 
fine ivory compass unavaiied to bring back his swing- 
ing purposes to a fixed determination. Honest 
lairds, the bluff open blue-and-red faces on the walls, 
deserved more worthily. Still they believed, until 
scheming and plotting became vaguer, until it died 
to the lament and a sighing murmur in the glens. 
The Murray pardon was a later gleam of light. 

To the lesser arts turning, since the larger pur- 
poses of national politics have gone dead: a cascade 
of lace falls about the recent past. Shawls of 
Brussels appliqué, a transparency for arms and 
bosoms; the bold and barbaric Venetian raised 
point, taste of the eastern-trading republic; the con- 
tinuous creep of the patterns in the later Point de 

pi « 
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Venise, as the Venetian character softened. Need- 
ing but a breath to stir it, the extreme fragility of 
Germany’s Mechlin; swerved surprises as from St. 
Gudule’s flambeaux windows in the soaring design of 
Brussels Bobbin. Contrast the unimaginative isolated 
sprays of Honiton with the graceful imagination of 
Limerick’s finely-spaced design. 

And so back to the satin weskit of practicality, to 
the revolting children’s tartan garments cut on the | 
cross, and the Assyrian formality of the samplers. 
Drawn threadwork and infinity of detail in a coat of | 
arms entitled the taste of the collector. Claymore 
and targe inside the oft. walls, arabesques on ceilings 
baroque, spacious, alive above the dead exhibition. 
Faces that convince, as a gallery of contemporary 
masks would not, of worth and purpose—excluding 
the sycophantic unlikeness of the current Duchess; 
towers pointing out of the past. 

Midges and flies of the moors are well-behaved. 
At Blair they raven for blood; which thing is an 
allegory. 
© The converted Struan church uses “ The Work of 
the Holy Spirit" as papyrus in the smallest apart- 
ment; milk sits cold upon gravestones, sperrits keen, 
succube probably snuffle. Solid Swiss-looking 
tables and benches are of enviable design. Above 
the watched salmonleap the stones are hot, flies again 
venomous. 

The daughter of the wardenness led round her 
curious flock . 

all but the thinnest; he in silence took the 
evening air, 

murmured: O wistful wardenness, why do I think 
of Mallory 

whenever one of Arthur’s ladies trips with 
special care? 
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Age before beauty ever is, and length comes 
before quality : 

put curlingpins in vinetendrils and rollingpins 
in hair. 

The beauty of thy oddity it shall not wholly 
ebb away 

while Muggerigub and Balbiton inhabit the 
world of day. i 

(Prophitless and gloriable wurrds.) 


—Unnecessary energy of salmon in warm hours. 
Were I a salmon I should find something less 
strenuous. They seemed to have thought so too, 
refusing to leap to programme. But then I bear the 
Bruar a grudge generally, having nearly killed my- 
self last night over its steep rocks and in its ill-kept 
woods, searching an elusive Ordnance Survey road- 
way. A frightful and fantastic experience. Bright 
smolt, were I protected as thou art! 

Someone stares, another gapes. In a moment a 
herd is pricking its long ears. May toads leap upon 
them. 

And may adders press fangs upon the covetous 
hotel-keepers into whose lean and ghastly hands I 
had unwillingly to commit myself. 

Betray no ignorance of what smolt may be; smolt 
is a young salmon; sharing with biumbres, chlola- 
gogues, blinks and Britannic plague the glory of un- 
intelligibility except to just persons of quality. 


VIII. 


Juty 25TH: Far in a rain of mist, a faun to 
marmoreal Aphrodites, a satyr to effigies, the boodle 
mirk of Pitlochry manstalks maidens, a boost with- 
out wind. Dernier criin Pictland. Sun benediction 
over trees, moor, fells; long shadows in the Killie- 
crankie Pass. Road, rail and path press together. 
Commercialisation in Pitlochry passes belief. Yet 
the Pass appears. the usual wood rock and waterfall 
recipe, requiring no advertised “guides” for 
exploration. 

Oh for a folk knowing only triangles, without use 
of the whirling wheel, the running to and fro on it; 
wheels of dust and confusion, unworthy diminutives 
of the Great Wheel of day and night, the world; the 
huger Wheel of sunplanet system ; the unmeasurable 
prototype of all Wheels, the procession of universes 
in infinity. 

The hungry eye sweeping and diving, cloud-lofty 
and base: who in his flight touches moon and star, 
descends to tyrevalve and dustspeck. Swerving the 
eye to the horizon round, with affection embracing 
the hills, closely intercoursing down the traversed 
water. 

Suitably inscribed among the graves is Mors Janua 
Vite. Bloody English rule and bloodier war of 
religion before the Lowlands became dim and douce 
as they be now, even here at their gate. The Tay 
runs wide, the turf shelves smooth to the water, large 
civilised trees mingle various drifts of scent; the 
infidel Scots ruined by siege and reformation the 
originally interesting little cathedral. A cathedral, 
now, the used part of it, without a cross or a bishop’s 
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throne, and with a guire in the organloft. The 
heavy soft occasional beat of a great towerhung 
clock; but bare ruined guire mostly. Backing the 
holy table lies the Wolf of Badenoch, Bruce's fierce 
grandson, tyrant over a northern province, miniature 
mailed retainers standing around him. (Chestnut, 
pine and larch exude into still air, a little honey- 
suckle and alder intermix. Dark gray water slides 
by ; very low swoop the insectivorous swifts. 


North of the Alps is the home of rational man; 
south of them the home of instinctive man, 
rationalising the irrational. The air of Scotland is 
damnably rational. 

“Terribly bloody people” was the description 
tendered to me before experiencing. A warped 
philosophy illfitting on a kindly people is my verdict. 
The Scots mind has a tendency to theorise; un- 
luckily in the past it has been badly exploited in 
the interests of religion and politics. So that now it 
is apt to be full of vestigial warps which in a way 
sharpen it, but also give it definite biases. 

Predestination is quite naturally a faith acceptable 
to Scotland. Scots are predetermined, every one. 

Prudence and .caution mark even early years. 
Later, the duty to acquire at all costs is presented ; 
and thrift. General kindliness and shrewdness are 
characteristics of middle years. In age they either 
harden and become shrill, or mellow and become 
notably philosophic. 


And I said to the elder of the kirk: Can you by 
divine inspiration fell me where I may lie until 
morning between virgins? And he replied... . 


But I might have explained that I meant Switzer- 
land, between Hitler and the Pope. 


p* 
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JULY 26TH: The homeward curvilinear sweep of 
rails, advancing with a rush upon Perth, upon 
Dundee. Maddening delay of dates and sailing ; 
credit adjustment. False kewpie, save us. 

Intricate maze of jetties, acres of alternating 
masonry and tidal water. A fine old Unicorn sailing 
ship now fixed, its stolid black and white sides hold- 
ing the young blue-bell-legged sailors-to-be. Down 
in one dock a strange fish swam; something like a 
flounder, with eyes above its head, a long waving tail, 
moving at an upward tilt to the surface. 


CLIMBING BOOTS. 


In towns eyes follow my large mailed boots. 
Heavy climbing ones are on the feet the lightest. 
They spring up from the heel, pad grippingly over 
muir and stane alike, slip only on the pavimentum 
of Rome-bred streetcraft. Picts harrying the wall 
of Hadrian probably wore such leather. Each spike 
is riven through the edge part of the sole, so that 
it can neither come out, nor run on into the foot. 


vy 
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The vertical sighs of the tall tall streets and flat 
wharves’ spinning silences, broken by a chainwinch 
or a shout. Housecall chatter and yelp in the up- 
town leaning backs. Washing washing washing up 
against the sky, cleaning cleaning cleaning scrub and 
mop and dry, up the wynds and landing stone and 
wood and paint massive arms of women do not tire 
or faint washing cleaning mending every blinkin’ 
wife, kneeling stooping bending all a bleedin’ life. 


Barabbas of the sluttish shop 
who gives the perilous shave 
he knew the man who loved the woman: 
comme la vie est bréve. 
The long white fronts of house and store 
go yellow and grey with rain, 
the lodger locks the backyard door, 
the suds soak down the drain, 
the smuts come settling year by year, 
but still the barber he 
knows of the man who loved the woman 
who swilleth tripe with tea. 
For I can 
produce flutters in landladies’ hearts, 
I can 
touch horrible chords in ancient instruments 
I can 
so wildly woo seashells that they wash away, 
And 
circumvent seamews until the hurtful day. 


> 


O do not die, for I shall hate all women so when 
thou art gone, that thee I shall not celebrate when I 
remember thou wast one. What have I Donne that 
I so long sing thee? is it a crime to love in this false 
time a bitter rime or a miming memory? 
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And if they be figleafed, let them be figleafed still. 
Painful operations have been performed on Perseus 
and Andromeda. Not quite so bad as the Montreal 
lumber-room ; indeed often a cast, even an inferior 
cast, lights up curves and expression in a piece that 
may be obscure in the original. Thus the sleep- 
walking Hupnos figure from the Ephesian column- 
base, and the expression on the hitherto stolid face 
of Apoxyomenos. 

All the local worthies in paint are very local; 
excepting a Raeburn, a sprinkling of moderns, and 
that dreadful prince bonnie no longer, a sodden 
reprobate of fifty-two. 

Words are often richer than paint. Who are the 
Riders of the Sidhe? They carry as symbols a 
fruited tree of experience, the cup of love, the sword 
of the will, and the stone of guietness. They are the 
lords of life, and over them golden birds fly. The 
paint conveying this is an after-Preraphaelite 
attempt, no more. 


I will walk upon the dead and gather herbs 
for the service of man, 

(the particularly uninteresting dead, the 
specially amusing herbs) 

considering of Gray's Elegy and of our 
latter end. 


For the liver and stomach you may mix camomile 
flowers, dandelion root, guassia chips, and gentian 
root. To cure piles, look you, take witch-hazel, pile- 
wort, mugwort and yarrow. For cancer, red clover 
is sovereign; for the heart, lily of the valley; for 
consumption, polypody root; and for the wasting 
disease, raw palmetto. 

But for the varieties of chest trouble there are 
many various remedies. Colds and humours need 
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the Holy Thistle ; hyssop or horehound are also valid. 
If the lungs are ill-disposed, cherrybark ; if there be 
pneumonia, Irish moss. 

For the rheum, goutwort, ashleaves, sassafras bark 
and pokeroot admixt are curative. For fevers, 
balm; or willow-bark for rheumatic fevers. The 
kidneys disordered need uvaursi, queen-of-the- 
meadow root, juniper berries, and pellitory-of-the- 
wall; or, separately and alone, parsley piert. 

And nerves, centre of modernity’s ills, require a 
tonic of scullcap, vervain, hops and nettles. Also 
drinks of lime flowers or of motherwort are 
beneficient. 


All this I had from a little man with a squint 

down a sidestreet in Dundee, in the lowest 
possible quarter, 

and I am sure it sounds much more amusing 
than the usual pharmacopeia ; 

and I hope someone else will try them out on 
someone else's dog. 


Long glittering lines and streaks under a slightly 
misted sea-sun ; merry cheerful people making witless 
noises. Steady beating vibration of engine buldozes 
the consciousness towards sleep. 

The Bass and the various rocky humps that Scot- 
land leaves behind on way south: St. Abb’s Head, 
Bamborough. 


Adolescence: comparatively short span between 
puberty and adultery. 

Observation forced unwillingly upon my reflective 
spirit. Boys are as a rule uninterested in girls 
except occasionally as playmates. Men should be 
playing the mateseeking attraction-repulsion game, 
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preparing for a final pair-off and disappearance with 
the chosen. What youths should be at is uncertain ; 
but manifestly not selfconscious exhibitionism. These 
Rovers are parading around behaving rather worse 
than anybody else. They are officially encouraged 
to be friendly with girls, and have found some of a 
sort. If the lads were in their Sunday bests they 
would probably behave rationally; in their boyish 
uniforms they are behaving in a big boyish manner, 
in accordance with expectations so to speak, but 
hearts are not in the game. A revolting spectacle. 
No real girl will worry with a puppy of that age. 
And the lads are all abysmally sisterly, and mani- 
festly never have conquered, perhaps never will 
conquer, a woman in their lives. Which is of course 
to say what nice boys they are and how they are 
quite living up to what their mothers and sisters 
expect of them. 


Destroyed with pity is Ziel 
who skipped upon the mountains, who spat upon the rocks : 
pity hath caught him. i 
The snare of the mountain goddess 
masked as mater dolorosa 
is fallen, coiled about his shoulders. 
Bound in the homepit he lies 
virginally unfulfilled. 
Of such is the kingdom of matriarchs 
in Atlantide daughter of Albion 
and also byanlarge. 
Mihi miserere in Anglia, 
redde ingrata pro victoria. 
The bossed targe hangs in the hall, 
far up out of reach hang the good weapons ; 
Penelope weaves the finemeshed linen 
and the young men are winding wools. 


SASSENACH STRAY 59 


Without, the Amazons are prowling the hills 
and woe be to him that pleaseth them not: 
For man marrieth mentally his gestator 
and but trencheth bodily his woman ; 
wherefore the young strong women rebelling 
have taken men's weapons, and snares and lingas therewith, 
' and are ranging the mountains of Gilboa 
(see aspidistras from the Mount Gilboa). 
O David how art thou fallen 
and the longbow of the English perished : 
mihi miserere in Anglia. 
—This is the true Agincourt Dirge. 


That is what the elder sections of youth movements 
often come to. If they do hold together, there is a 
sort of amnesia to the other sex; it may show either 
actively, in dislike of girls, or show altogether too 
flowingly “ nice " to them; but never, anyway, treats 
a woman as a woman. ‘The sex life of our mutton- 
headed blackcoats is tepid and desireless enough 
without the addition of this new torpid bloodstream. 
The West End is full of unsatisfied or frigid wives 
and unvirile husbands; neurologists are unanimous. 

.... Reflections of a godlover, beholding the 
newly-created youthworld and beholding it evil. 
Priggery and midage. They on Olympus-in-Asgard 
gilded in Buddha postures, smiling; or stallion- 
gestures enormous fulfilling;—or perchance he 
sleepeth. 

. A yawn of fire, the long lips of primeval sun- 

goddess centred in an angry beetle-nut tongue 
popping its rays down the water, a hot beneficent 
expectoration. Lips turning mauve, dying in a 
heart-spasm the diurnal death of day. 

Great beaches of yellow where the long black ships 
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of the Vikings pulled out, sinisterly breaking the 
yellow with tiger-stripes. 


Jury 30TH: Bunked up, layered, a hand or foot 
reaches or dangles; as from cell to cell in a divided 
stage, communications up and down, or diagonal. 
Air from open port blows round from one to other. 
Dreams idle dreams fantastic shapes building in each 
mind separate out of the day-wrack, perhaps also 
from to-morrow drifting back. Smooth sleepfingers 
cross brows under towsles. 


Something lost between glance and speech, 
something words cannot replace 

blows away flutteringly. 

It was not meant like this, 


that something one cannot replace 
should die 

O no; the duck that has not speech 
can teach continuous grace. 

Words bungle at the kiss. 


We two know gardens in Dundee 
where cabbages and roses blow, 
where darkaline and turpentine 
sit in a windowledging row. 


- 


TAILPIECE 


PEAks?—The Barabels. Then, the great castle, 
strong-scented with locality and tradition clannish. 
Life of the people: North Strome or Shieldeg. 

Sense of vastness: north end of Loch Ericht, Glen 
Shiel ; proportion and completeness—Loch Duich. 

Beinn Alligin, behind Inveralligin—the utterly 
satisfying and various view, with qualities of most 
others; sweep, sea-sculpture of lochs, mountain out- 
lines, desolation of moor. 

The drama and energy of big shapes, very sharply 
focussed here and there. A great sweep of hill in- 
carnated in some oddshaped bush; a glen climb 
detailing to a track angle, to cairnstones. The 
general mist and cloud has something to say to this; 
and sheer size. Square miles and miles of Scotland 
are not merely uninhabited, but untraversed by man 
from year to year. Difficult to realise this from Eng- 
land, where without putting it into words the 
assumption is that the lost are usually found. 

Each of us lives in a vast hall of mirrors, in which 
from every niche we are at many angles seen. Some- 
times from above, pursuing some mean occupation, 
squat and hundrum ; sometimes from below enlarged, 
monstroys and noble, having heavenly tasks of great 
dimension. Or from the level viewed, at critical 
equality with many, turned to an ape with apes. 
It is the task of your philosophy to choose the angle 
of ideal self-view. 

An attempt, yes, to gather stray corncobs that 
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keep springing up; by now I think the soil is created 
enough for its chance-comers to have merit. 


Jury 31st: Cloud-puffs upon blue fields, fat sheep 
chasd by Heracles the sungod even as he crawls 
from his eastern cradle. Here the impressive 
Cromer church and green water white-broken. 

The sea-sweep into London, more panoramic than 
the rail creep ever is: large placidity of Thames 
(running softly till I end my song), hardly broken by 
black shipshapes lurked at edge. Gradual infiltra- 
tion of docks intensifies the quality of the water, 
dramatises its reflections. 


Morning had been, night was. 

Chineses in their low damph limehouses, East — 
India Dock Road where the vices of the world meet 
the shipping of the world in unsavoury sameness. 
The broad river opens up the district; as with all 
dockland, the seaward view by night creates it para- 
disal of lights, ships, barges, rafts, tugs, the Cutty 
Sark, the redglowing masts and the low black Isle 
of Dogs. 


M. Mercure, with winged heels, ce sinistre person- 
nage, travelling on a puffed wheel, ran abruptly 
down the lower deck amid the automobiles, 
balanced down the gangway, twisted amongst ship- 
ping offices and piers, and achieved the roadway. He 
was bronzed and a little sardonic, but on the whole 
glad to be within a day’s space of Olympus. The 
messages on which he had to earth been sent were 
on this occasion trivial and even sordid; and human 
beings as such he infinitely despised. 


The same general situation amongst them as 
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before: optimism and pessimism still prevalent over 
the Russian pact, the “ Thetis" still unraised, the 
virgin Hitler still reguiring Danzig and still being told 
he shan’t have it. 


M. Mercure. 
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